CARAVANSERAI

followed by the picture of a crown hovering between a
tomb and a rapturous vision of Heaven. Then came a
bishop blessing a man and a woman. Another series showed
a saint undergoing trials: crucified; boiling oil poured over
his head; bastinadoed; men inflating his body with air,
legs weighted, head and neck imprisoned within a screw;
boiling oil poured into his body between his legs as he
hung upside down, his head enveloped in a bag; dragged
by the hair over a sheet of iron studded with sharp nails;
his breast gashed with sickles; flogged, tied by the wrists
to a tree.

Breathing heavily, our eyes round with horror, we
turned to a large fresco of the Tower of Babel. Other
paintings showed incidents in the lives of saints and
prophets, crudely executed but none the less telling for that.
The high altar of beaten silver supported twelve massive
candlesticks, tarnished and neglected. The air was heavy
with incense.

Rumi told us of the Armenian belief that Noah's
immediate descendants settled at Naradna, where his wife
was buried. They lost sight of the exact place until the
end of the eighteenth century, when the ground parted in
an earthquake, exposing for an instant a stone tomb.

Until a few years ago the transplanted Armenians did
not intermarry with Isfahanis. A few then dared to
break the fetters of convention, but they were regarded
with displeasure by the old brigade.

Retracing our steps, we returned to Isfahan, pausing
for a moment to visit one of the famous pigeon towers at a
corner of the old wall which once surrounded the city. Hard
by an aggressive young hangar, made of corrugated iron,
an aerodrome lay on the age-old site of the Thousand
Valleys, where shahs were wont to shoot at the pigeons.
Each of these honeycombed towers provided homes for
about five thousand pigeons. The very shadows cast a
pleasing design. We saw other towers in the fields, mute
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